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" Til give you a cigarette," says the sixth, " but you'll have
to give me a bit of bread."

"We're going home, boys . . . think of it .       home/'
the seventh one cries.

" Is your old woman expecting you? " the eighth man asks

" My God, it's six years since I slept in a proper bed," sighs
the ninth

" What a mug's game it was, lads' " says the tenth man,
spitting disgustedly.

" It was that' " the eleventh replies, " but we've done with
it now."

" We've done with it," repeats the twelfth man.   " We're
not such fools.   Let's go home, mates! "

" Oh, but I'm glad it's all over," concludes the thirteenth,
turning over to lie on the other side

And such, one can well imagine, was the end of the Greatest
War.

CHAPTER XXX

*THE END OF EVERYTHING

MANY years went by. Brych the stoker, now the proprietor of
a locksmith's business, was sitting in the Damohorsky tavern,
reading a copy of the People's Journal.

" The liver sausages will be ready in a minute," announced
the landlord, emerging from the kitchen. And bless me if it
wasn't old Jan Binder, who used to own the merry-go-round.
He had grown fat and no longer wore his striped jersey ,-
nevertheless it was he I

" There's no hurry," Mr. Brych answered slowly. " Father
Jost hasn't turned up' yet. Nor Rejzek either,"